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the illness that was to terminate her existence. The cele-
brated poetess, Madame Melanie Waldor, seeking to amuse
her old friend with the little items of news of the day, men-
tioned that Madame de Gasparin, the wife of the Minister of
the Interior, was to give a magnificent soiree, and that Mad-
emoiselle Rachel was among the expected guests. "Ah!"
exclaimed Madame Babois, " before I die I will address a few
lines to this great tragic actress; you shall have them to-mor-
row." On the following day Madame "Waldor received from
the hands of the dying woman a dozen lines, which, to her
great regret, she has since lost.
Some twelve hundred persons that evening anxiously await-
ed the arrival of Mademoiselle Rachel, who was then perform-
ing in " Les Horaces" at the Theatre Francais. At half past
eleven she had not arrived. ISTo other artist, no poet, no mu-
sician, had been invited to contribute their talents toward
lightening the ennui of the cold, tedious official soiree. Mad-
ame de Grasparin and many of her distinguished guests ear-
nestly requested that Madame "Waldor would recite one of her
own poems; but that lady, unwilling to place herself on the
same footing with Mademoiselle Rachel, whose business it was
to entertain the public, positively declined. She came at last
—the long-expected idol. A dead silence ensued, shortly aft-
er succeeded by a universal stir and bustle ; every one was en-
deavoring to get near to see, and, if possible, to speak to her
who created all this excitement.
The Jewish Melpomene was dressed in white, and was ex-
ceedingly thin, but on her brow she wore the consecrating
seal of destiny—the tragic look that was the indelible sign of
her mission. Had it not been for this redeeming point, she
might have been thought insignificant. She recited with con-
summate talent a scene from " Cinna," and was greatly ap-
plauded. It was then that the hostess said to her, introduc-
ing Madame W	,
"This lady is Madame Melanie Waldor, one of our poet-
ical glories ; she is the friend of a woman of great talent, who,
though on her death-bed, has written some exquisite lines in
your honor. Madame Waldor will read them to you."
Mademoiselle Rachel did not answer a word, or give the
least token even of acquiescence.

